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By the Author of Tunbridge- Walks 


v4 HO — Ao, | 
3 bis Fate : 


En 


4nd fe ae im that-will prove true; | 
Undaunted Colonels will to Camps repair, 5 
Aſſur'd, there'll be no Skirmiſhes this Yearz 

On our own Terms wall flow the cui d for Peace, 

All Wars, except 'twixt Man and Wife, will ceaſe. 

The Grand Monarch may wviſþ his Son @ Throne, | 
This Seaſon moſt Things bear a ſmiling Face: = - 
But Play'rs in Summer have a diſmal Caſe, $ 
Since your Appearance only is our AF of Grace. 

Court Ladies will to Country Seats be gone, 5 | 
My Lord can't all the Year hoe Great in Town ; | | 
Where wanting Opera's, Baſſet, and « Play ; | 
They'll fob and flitch a Gown, „„ 
Gay City Wives at Tunbridge will appear, 
Whoſe Hyand: hog — for an Heir ; 
Where many a Courtier may their Wants relieve, 
But by the Waters only they concerve. 
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PROLOGUE. 


The Fleet: fireet den 75 T Sparks, 
That runs ſpruce Neckcloths for r 


Sing fair Dorinda, — þ Gon 
And Gameſters, where they ES. hw 
8 
To cry down Prophecies, you'd damm the Play - 
K 
"Tis Tattling all, like Iſaae Bickerſtaff. 

Since War and Places claim the Bards that write, | 
Be hind, and bear a Woman's Treat (o night ; 
Let your all her Fears allay, 


abs 


Dramatis Perſone. 


Sir George Ar, A Gentleman of Four ed 
e, in Love with M6 Mr. Wall 


randa. 
Sir Francis Gripe, Guardian to Miranda 
and Father to Chariks, in Mr. Efcourt. 


corn Ping Sir George, in Love 
th > 5 5 


BUSIE BODY. 


ACTI. SCENE the Park. 


& lf you ſo ſoon ? For no lawful Occaſion 
ond invite z Perſon of your Figaee 
Vf at ſuch unfaſhionable Hours. 
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Cha. Nay, 
will no more part with 
wau'd with a Guinea to keep me from ſtarving. 

Sir Geo. Now you ſee Gold can't do every Thing, 


2 Souſe out of his Pocket, I affure you: i 
o defray'd that Charge, but for ſome 
Youth, thu” he made me his Heir, 


deem it? 


Che. 


Bus iE Bor. 


brown Muſquet. 


Sir Geo. What ist? can I aft thee ? 


Ar 


olds 4 


4. 


Eg 


get ber. 


Qccaſfion be. 


— Ay, and my helping hand, if 


Sir Geo. Pugh, 3 


he est | Bos r. 


Sir Geo. Nay then he's to be endur'd 3 I never knew 


14 


Enter Marplo: with © Patch , bis Face. | 


5" "WO _— LL. — . 


clouded in the wrong Place ? | 
I muſt cad 'tis a little mal-@ proper, but no. 


8 Fo. dey 


Man in the World, I have an Ambition to be known: 


all herd in 
12 
find. 
Mar pl. Yes, 


1217 
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you'll rank me in that Number. 
George, a Bow from the Side Box, or to 


binds me ever 


Geo. No, no, prithee let me alone to tell the Ladies 
Parts——<c2n you convey a Letter upon occa- 
er deliver a Meſſage with an Air of Bufine6, Ha!? 
With the Afurance of a Page, and the Gra- 
Stateſmen. 
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Jaylor. Egad, Charls, I'm half perſuaded that thou'rt 
ſome Ward too, and never of his getting: For thou art 
as honeſt a Debauchee as ever cuckolded Man of Qua- 


| Cha. The Dog is diventiog ſometimes, or there would 
be no enduring his Impertinence : He is prefling to be 
'd, and willing to execute, but ſome ill Fate ge- 


 nerally attends ail he undertakes, and he oftner ſpoils an 


Intrigue than helps i. 

— If I miicarry, 'is none of my fault, I follow 
my Inſtructions. 

Cha. Yes, witneſs the Merchant's Wife. 
Marpl. Piſh, Pox, that was an Accident. 
Sir Geo. What was it, prithee ? 
Cha. Why you muſt know, I had lent a certain Mer- 
chant my Horſes, and was to have met his Wife 
in his Abſence : Sending him along with my Groom to 
make the and to deliver a Letter to the 


Lady at the fame Time; what does he do, but give: 


the Huſband the Letter, and offers her the Horſes. 
Marpl. I remember you was even with me, for you 


her, which my Bones paid for. 


| As: ine the Poke. 


e, and I not know it! Egad Pll watch | 
y BY 1 muſt beg your pardon, Charles, I am ..\ 


meet your Father 
Cha. My Father! 
Sir Geo. Ay ! aud about the oddeſt Bargain 


perhaps you | 
ever heard of; but I'll — — | 
Marp!. What can his Buſineſs be with Sir Francis ? 


Nom would I give all the World to know it; why the 
Devil ſhould not one know every Man's Concern! [ 4fide. 

Cha. Profperity to't whate'er it be, I have private 
Affairs too; over a Bottle we'll compare Notes. 


deny's ane Lener to be yours, and ſwore I had a Deſign 


Cha. Come, Sir George, let s walk: round, if you are | 
not engag'd, for I have ſent my Man upon a little ear- 
neſt Buſineſs, and I have order'd him to bring me the 


Marl 
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Marpl. knows I love a Glaſs as well as any 
Man, III one ; ſhall it be to night? And I long 
to know their Secrets. LA.. 


Enter Whiſper. 
Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch ſays Iabinda's Spaniſh 
ſpoil'd the Plot, and ſhe can't meet you 
he infallibly will go out this Afternoon, 
mult ſtep again to know the Hour. 


What did Whiſfter f fay now ? I ſhall go ſtark 
not let into this Secret. [ {fide. 


Whiſd. 
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Be Egad Fl engage wy Life 1" know 
[ Exit. 
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we have met with: Juſt as 
I had fetch'd a Suit of my Clothes for a Diſguiſe, comes 
my old Matter into his Cloſet, which is right againſt her 
Chamber- Door; this ſtruck us into a terrible Fri 
A $ per on © gens: Face, and a6 bin if he 
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| it's his living ſo long in Spain; 
rows den end blf his Ee, bur bel bes of 
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eve 'tis as ſaid Patch. 
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Enter 

Sir Francis 

Faw & Pant Gigs on bb Gros dig. 
. ; ge Airy. 


in the 


Pei 
1 The Favour! O my Life, 
I he- 


— ere 
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Sir Fran. Ay, te conkder on, He, he, he, he. 
Sir Geo. No, Fll dot. 

— Do't! what, whether you will or no, Ma- 

| ? 

——— Come to the Point, here's the Gold. fam up 
Condition 


Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 

Sir Fran. Imprimis, 1 into my 
Houſe, in order to move your Suit to Manda, for the 
Space of ten Minutes, without Lett or Moleſtation, pro- 
vided I remain in the fame Room. 

Sir Ges. But out of Ear-ſhot 

Sir Fran. Well, well; I don't defire to hear what 

fay ; K 


DI 
n 


een eee 
truly, if ſhe ſhould be really in Love with this old Cuff 


anfwer'd em. If Pm acki not, it is. but a Hun- 
6 c 
5 2 Patch cone forwar 


which if you'll be fo rude to pro- 
Tm You'll apply it to my Cheek———The La- 


The Bus ix Bor. 
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— [Taking bold of but I muſt have that 


In 
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Laſt Ted a hazardous Point to try, | 
od quit the Place in fearch of Likery. (Exit. 
Sir Geo. Excellent———TI hope the's handfome-——— 
Well, now, Madam, to the other two Things : Your 
Name, and where you live? am a Gentleman, 


quickly 

Lady, the expefis I ſhould com- 
fort her; gy * wage =; oe bootey. ta 
_-encourage me. [Tarzs J Ha! gone! The 
1 „What a Tale has ſhe invented—— of Pari., 

Birth days —Egad Fd give ten Guiness te 

the Gipſie is— A 

her : What Woman 


that turns his Back ! 


ACT u. 


Sir Fran. YA, ha, ha, ba, ha, ha. 
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Sir Fran. D 
Tongue too well: [C.] No, Gard, I have thought 


banter : He knows my 


The Bus1z Bor. 


How to banter Sir 
Miran. T muit not 


T. 
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ha ? 
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fap, if I 


him more than all I cou'd 
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. mW HP" 


Miran. 


diſpatch 


you in? 


you rudely thruſt 
which no body elſe would ad- 


: You'll be in a Rea- 


Ward wou'd gain Admit- 


Euter Charles. 
is Buſineſs, but I'll 


enn 
„Sir. 
Sirrab, how durſt 


ather 


. 
mat ? 


E knew "was a 
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Sir, your 
<< 
Sir Fran. Then, 
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Aerni. Egad he's here I was afraid I had lot 
him: His Secret cou'd not be with his Father, 4 


5 
4 
- | 
4 extravagant Coxcomb, 
f a — — but he 
: Intereſt, and fo let the Fool go on 
> Well, what! does Neceſſity bring you too, Sir 

You have hit it, Guardian want a hundred 
— Fran. 
"A A. 

1 
a like 
* t Oh, 
70 ſhall loſe him 
Sir Fran. 

T7 as ya 
-I cer you 
by _ aryl. 
. . 

ir Fran. Fool, take this and go to the Caſhier; I han 
= be long plogw'd with thee wu 

the Caſhier, 

2 * Devil I ſhall certainly have 


F 


get 
thee for 
Cha. My Lady 


Wrinkle, Sir! why the has but one 


— 


FIE I iner n ieee 
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Diſpels the Clouds, and gilds the Vales below. 
[Salutes ber. 

Sir Fan. Hold, Sir, Kiſſing was not in our Agree- 
ment. 

Sir Geo. Oh ! that's by way of Prologue: ——Prithee, 
ald Mammon, to thy Poſt. 

Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, tis now Four exactly: 
one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Mi- 
nute more. [ Retives to the Bottam of the Stage. 

Sir Geo. — — ent or have op 
Love, the Author of this zaſh Proceeding depends up 
Nr 


—5 ſuſceptible of Love ; your 


y. 
Miran. [Aids.] Oh ! that I durſt peak 
Sir Geo. Shake of this Tyrant Guardian's Yoke, aſſume 
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2 faithful Servant kneels, and begs to be admitted in the 
Number of your Slaves. 
Miranda gives him ber Hand to raiſe him. 
Sir Fran. I with I cou'd hear what he fays now. 
{ Running up] Hold, bold, hold, ro Palming, that's 
— 


contrary to Artic 


teh to gave rl 222 — 25 


ro on without one fiingie Compliment in Return ? 
View me well, am I not a proper handſome Feilow, 
ha? Can you prefer that old, dry, wither'd fapleſs 

of Sixty five, - „ 

Twenty. ſour? With fnoring only he'll awake thee, but 

J with raviſhing Delight would make thy Senſes dance 
in Conſort with the joyful Minutes Ha! Not yet? 
Sure ſhe is dumb Thus wou'd I fteal and touch 
thy beauteous Hand, [Takes bold of ber Hand,] till by 
Soon 


her 


Sie Free. [Going back] — you ſhan't have her 


Humour, you refuſe to anſwer me—Confider the In- 


4 This Hour colt me 
— — 
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Sir Fran. Od! I wiſh he were fairly out of 
Sir Geo. N Madam, will you anſwer 


8 
5 
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| or is 
underſtand — Y, 
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ceive, Madam, you are too Promiſe 
you have made to follow my Rules ; 7 4 
poſe your Mind, and anſwer for you————Fi 

myſelf, Madam, that I am in Love . infal- 


WI 
lible Truth. Now for you: [Tarn or 
Sir, and may I believe it? ———As 
EL ER = in Fes 
N 
and raiſe my Spirits to their proper H low 
let me intreat ; e'er I'm oblig'd to 
ne oe Token of » foroundle Receptin ts ke 
Hopes alive. [“ i/es haſtily, turns an her Side.] Riſe, 
and fince my Guardian's Preſence will not allow 
Privilege of Tongue, read that, and reſt aſſured you 
not indifferent to me. [Offers ber @ Letter. ] Ha ! right 


Woman ! But . eienr 


Si- 


Pa 


1 
1 


. 


111 


aW — 1 

Sir Geo. Ha! a Letter! Oh! let me Lic it with the 
fame __— —  _ co 
touch'd it. [Opens it.] Now for a quick Fancy, and a 
long Extempore——— What's here? [ Reads. ] Dear Sir 
% George, this Virgin Muſe I confecrate to you, which 
* when it has receiv'd the Addition of your Voice, "twill 
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Sir George; Miranda will be impatient to have 
ſhare of Mirth : Verily we ſhall laugh at thee moſt 
egregiouſly ; Ha, ha, ba. 

Sir Geo. With ai. my Heart, Faith——1 fha!l laugh 
in my turn too For if 
Bekzebab, you would be cuckolded moſt egregiouſly : 
2 


Actæon : Horns he means ſhall crown thy Head. 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, haz he is mad. 


The — imagine 3 
Lee 
Old Men are conflant, young Men „ue at large ; 
The frugal Hand can Bills at Sight dia, 
When be that lavifh is, mat 


SCENE changes to Sir Jealous Traffick”s Houſe. 


| Jeb. What Harm can there be is a little freſh Air, 
Sir? 
Sir Fea]. Is your Conſtitutiom fo hot, Miſtres, that ic 


ha ? X. r 


you dare marry her, old 


_ 4 o * 3 
2 _ | _— — 
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Jeb. Or ts he han Ladies 5 for 
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n ſhe ſhall be only Signior 
Babinet!i's. 

Patch. Really, Sir, I with you wou'd employ any 
body elſe in this Affair; I lead a Life like a Dog, with 
cbeying your Commands. Come, Madam, will you 
pleaſe to be lock d up? 

Jab. Ay, to enjoy more Freedom than he is aware 
of. [s.] [Exit with Patch. 

Sir Feal. F believe this Wench is very true to my In- 

happy I met with her, if I can but keep my. 


has a pregnant Wit, and I'd no more have her an FIA 
Wife than the Grand Signior's Miſtreſs. [ Ext. 
Enter Whiſper. 

Whiſp. So, I faw Sir Fealous go out; where ſhall 1 
find Mrs. Patch now ? 

Patch Oh Mr. big my Lady ſaw you out at the 
Window, and order'd me to bid you fly, and let your 
Maſter know ſhe's now alone. 

ip. Huſh, ſpeak foftly; I go, I go: But hark ye, 
Mrs. Patch, ſhall not you and I have a little Confabula- 
tion, when my Maſter and your Lady are engag'd ? 

Patch. Ay, ay, Farewel. [Goes in and but the Door. 


| Ze ne ie Jens Trlfh, auting Whites. 
Sir Feal. Sure whilſt I was with Mr. Trade- 
«rel, I heard my Door clap. [Seeing Whiſper. Ha! a 
Man lurking about my Houſe ; who do you want there, 
Sir? 

Whiſp. Want———want, a pox, Sir Jealous! what 
muſt I ſay now? 

Sir Teal. Ay, want; have you a Letter or Meſſage 

- 9 


Sir Jaal Thi Fellow hes the efficiees les ; 
and I half ſuſpect a Deſign, but Pl] be upon them be 


fore they think on me, I warrant 'em. [ Exit. 
SCENE, Charles's Lodgings. 
Enter Charles and Marplot. 


— I thank thee for this Supply; I 


expect my Lawyer with a Thouſand Pound I have or- 
_ der'd him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid. 


Marys. Pho, pho, no more of that: Here comes Sic 
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have Courage enough to anempr 3 Chamber-Maid again 
—]\} tel thee. 


ran 
then ! I can call the People to part ye. 
[- Che. Well, bet i is =o Duel, conlquenty no Dan- 
ger, Therefore prithee be anſwer d. | 
What ist a Miſtreſs then? Mum Vo 
know I can be filent upon Occaſion. 

Cha. I wiſh you could be civil too: I tell you, you 
neither muſt nor ſhall po with me. Farewel. EAR. 
_ Mayi. Why then—1 muſt and will follow you. Zit. 


The End of the Second ACT. 


* 
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ACT II. 
Cha. ELL, here's the Houſe which holds the 


Prize quiet and ſerene: here no noiſy 


Footmen throng to tell the World, that Beauty dwells 


within; no ceremonious Viſit makes the Lover wait; no 
Rival to give my Heart a Pang: Who would not ſcale the 
Window at ige without Fear of the jealous Pa- 
ther's Piſtol, rather than fill ap the Train of a 
where every Minute he is joſtled out of Place ? {[ Knocks 
fofth.} Mrs. Patch, Mrs. Patch ! 


Enter Patch. 


Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir? Alpi fafe. 
Cha. So in, in then. 


- +...) -» 
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Heart has laid 


— mn 


ife ; to back w 


- 
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hich, I have 


laſt for 


I fancy not 


Uncle's Eftate ; that 


my 


athers relent. 


our F 


that, my Friend; I doubt 
his Humour to the Grave, aud 


Cha. 
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Cha. cruel! 
And 
curs d Dos = 
an ye then 
a arrives, 
ITALY 
outh, * 
Lk that 
» Fire, 


Cha. Devil, would Ladder 
88 expected 
why, why: why, him 
" Jab Ont te Hemnns — 
ment! him all I do, 8 . 
5 25 22 ; wh 
= * 228 2 — . 
me i | 
Ng Oh, „ 
— —— 8 
he ſearches every 
in the 


. ndone 
. 
| . 


ſee more. 
| Par — a 
: I have 
ERS 
Balcony oy 
Cha. 
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Che. My Life, Adieu——Lead on, Guide. Erie. 


SCENE changes te the Street. 


Enter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind bim.. 
Sir Fead. I don't know what's the matter, but I have | 


1 


y Courage. 
— My own Key ſhall let me in, I'll give them 
no Warning, [ Feeling for bis Ky. 
Margl. What's that you fay, Sir? 
Sir Feal. What's that to you, Sir 
1 
Maryl. Yes, tis to me, Sir: for the Gentleman you 
is a very honeſt Gentleman. Look tot; for 
if he comes not as ſaſe out of your Houſe as he went in, 
I have half a dozen yr midons hard by ſhall beat it about 
your Ears. 

Sir Feal. Went in! What is he in then? Ab! a . 
Combination to undo me——Tl Myrmidon you, ye | 
Dog you. — Thieves, Thieves ! 

[ Beats Marplot all the while he cries Thieves ! 
3 Murder; I was not in your Houſe, 


Enter Servant. 


| Serv. What's the matter, Sir? bo 
Sir Feal. The matter, Raſcal ! Have you let = Man — 
into my Houſe ; bur Tl flea him alive ; follow me, Fl 


[ Charles drops down upon him from the Bakeny.] Charks, 
faith I'm g'ad to fee thee tafe out with all my Heart. 

_ Cha. A Pox of your Bawling: — — 
vou here? 


Marpl. Here! gad, I have done you a piece of Ser- 


vice; I told the old Thunderbolt, that the Gentleman 


that was gone in, was 


Cha. Was it you that told him, Sir? {Laying boid of 


zin] "Sdeath, I cou'd cruſh thee into Atoms. 


[Exit Charles. 

Marpl. What wil von choak me for my Kindneſs ? 
— Will my Soul never leave ſearching into 
other People's Affairs, till it gets queea d out of my Body ? 
I dare not follow him now, for my Blood, he's in ſuch a 
Paſhon——T'll to Miranda: 2 cache ther 
COIN © WF3e © Wn ts We 


Enter Sir Jealous and Servants. 
Sir Feal. Are you ſure you have ſearch'd every where ? 
Serv. Yes, from the Top of the Houſe to the Bottom. 
Sir Feal. Under the Beds, and over the Beds ? 
Serv. Yes, and in them too; but found no body, Sir. 
Sir Feal. Why, what could this Rogue mean ? 


Enter Iſabinda a Patch. | 

Patch. Take Courage, Madam, I faw him fafe out. 
| [ Fade to ab. 
Ja. Bleſs me ! what's the Matter, Sir? 
Sir Feal. You know beſt—Pray where's the Man that 
was here juſt now ? 

Jab. What Man, Sir? I ſaw none! | 

- Patch. Nor I. by the Truſt you repoſe in me; do 
r — 
when you are abſent ? * 
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Sir Feal. Ah, Patch, ſhe may be too cunning for thy 
Honeſty ; hn By ara ye een gt gt ye 
ing, a diſcover'd it to me—and threaten'd me with half 

Myrmidons —— But I think I maul'd the Vil- 
lain. Theſe Aſſlictions you draw upon me, Miſtreſs ! 
Hal. Pardon me, Sir, tis your own ridiculous Humour 
draws _—_— Vexations, and gives every Fool 
to 


Flirting 
relign thee into the Arms of Don Diego Babinetto. 
And with what Induſtry ſhall I avoid him. [ 4/ide. 


ye 

Patch. Yes, Sir———ay, walk till your Heels ake, 
you'll find no body, I you. 

Jes. Who cou'd that Scout be which he talks of? 


Jab. 825 l thou fo, my Girl? Then 


Let Dad be jeahus, multiply his Cares, 
While Love infirudts me to avoid the Snares ; 

TA fpight of all bis Spaniſh Caution, Sow 

Hew much for Love @ Britiſh Maid can do. [Exit 


SCENE Sir Francis Gripe's Houſe. 


Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 
Miran. Well, Garde, how did I perform my dumb 
W 


Scene? 


Atte. 
When, when, my 
of thy happy Day? 


Bus iz Bopy. 
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Marpl. None that could do my Bufine, Guardian, 
which is at preſent with this Lady. 

Miran. Wich me, Mr. Marplot? what is it, I beſeech 
you ? 

Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, what is it? 2 
to her may be deliver'd to me. 

Marpl I deny that. 

Miran. That's more than I do, Sir. 

Margi. Indeed, Madam! nas as ads 
Fame ſays, that you and my moſt conſeionable Guardian 
here defign'd, contriv'd, plotted and agreed, to chouſe 


a very civil, honeſt, honourable Gentleman, out of a 
Hundred Pound. 


Miran. That I contriv'd it! 
Margl. Ay you——Yeou aid never a Word ge 


away, they ſhall be receiv'd like the laſt: Ha, ha, ha, 
ha, chous'd, quoths! But, hark ye, let him know at the 
ſame cime, ern 
ſhall Lawyer to him ſhall ſhew him a Trick 
for twice as much: D'ye hear ? Tell him that. 
Anl. So, and this is the way you uſe a Gentleman 
and my Friend. I 
Miran. Is the 
Marpl. 
Names : 
Miran. 
"IT i 
YT 
defign to 
aſk this 1 
Seng 
Mir 


Sir Fran. Which Late owing t his Taplr and 
Van de Chambre. 


Miran. 
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Exit. 
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| Moran. 8— Ha, ha. 
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SCENE changes to a Tavern; diſcovers Sir 
and 


George Charles with Wine before them, 
and Whiſper waiting. 


7 
* 
ö. 
or 
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N 
Marg! don't Cerwbelm a Man——al- 


Sir Geo. That's no ill Sign. 


Enter Whiſper, with Pen, Ink and Paper. 
gs Ve 1 if you knew all. 


Sir Geo. My old Haunt, what d'you mean ! 

Margl. Why in mort then, ſince you will have it, 
Miranda vows if you dare approach the Garden-Gate at 
Eight a-clock, as you us'd, you ſhall be ſaluted with a 
Blunderbus, Sir. Theſe were her Words; nay, the bid 


me tell you 


ſo too. 
Sir Geo. Ha ! che Garden Gate at Eight, as L us'd to 
do! There muſt be a Meaning in this. Is there ſuch 
a Gate, Charles ? 5 

Cha. Yes, yes; it opens into the Park, I ſuppoſe her 
2 8 
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and away to Guardian s, and find it out. 


Garden-Gate. 


23 badi of Fear. 


The End of the Third ACT. — 
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ACT VN. 
SCENE the Outfide of Sir Jealous Traf- 


fick"s Houſe, Patch peeping cut of the Dur. 


Enter Whiſper. 
"= Mrs. Patch, this i um, = 


Patch. "Fark. My Lady imagin's 6 and by her Ontn 
have been this Hour in ſearch of you, to inform 
you that Sir Fealcus has invited ſome Friends to ſupper 
with him To- which 


ham : Bur hold, 1 have a Letter here, which I'm 


carry an Anſwer of. I can't think what the 
me abr what Language 
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Enter Butler. 


Sir Feat. If this Paper has a Meaning, I'll find it. Lay 
the Cloth in my Daughrer'> Chamber, and bid the Cook 


fend Supper thither preſently. 


CP 
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Butl. Yes, Siz.—Hey-day, —— 
Exit 

Sir Feal. He wants the Eyes of gu, that has a young 
handſome in this Town ; but my Comfort is, 
I ſhall not be troubled long with her. the Ons — 
to rule a Girl once in her Teens, had better be at Sea in 
a Storm, and would be in leſs Danger; 


For let him do or counſel all he can, 
She thinks and dreams of nothing elſe but Man. 


SCENE HIlabinda*s Chamber. 


Labinda and Patch. 
J/ab. Are you ſure no body faw you ſpealc to iber 
Patch. Yes, very ſure, Madam: Bet I heard Sir ea 
, 
J. A Letter, eee 
give it me 

Patch. Bleſs me ! what's become ont Im fare 
pat — [Searching 
1 it poſſihle, ꝙ— — 
m undone for ever, if it be loſt. 
= muſt have dropt it upon the Stairs. But 
why are you ſo much alarm'd ? If the worſt happens, 
ne body cam read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was 


9. w. 
77 


B My Matter ander d me to lay the Clock here for 


Supper. 
Patch. You miſtake ſure ; what ſhall we do? * 


— — 


Of poor C * — 


1 2 
w i © 1 * * 
Se 8 way REN Wo 


3 The Bus iz Bor. 
1 
. the Clath, and Exit. 
"Tab. The Lame & he ths this heedleſs Action 
has undone me: Fly and faſten the Cloſer Window, which 
2222 Ha, my Father, Oh 


Enter Sir Jealous. 

Sir Teal. Hold, hold, Patch, whither are you going? 
Flt have no body ſtir out of the Room till after Sapper. 
Patch. Sir, I was going to reach your Eaſy Chair. 

wretched Accident! 

" Sir Feat ru have no body ftir out of the Room. 7 
don't want my Eaſy Chair. 

Jab. What will be the Event of this? [ {fede. 

o_ Hark ye, Daughter: do you know this 


"I's ſome School boy 3 Scraul. 
Patch. Oh — þ Sor Thou Chamber-maid”s beſt 


OY fm — e ee 


Hand do you call it, Sir ? 


* 
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take Courage for your 
Daughter, Si be fuß 


pected ſome 


: 


n 


j 


f 


1 


8 


Woman ſings me a Son 4 
Patch. Em as much out of Tune as my Lady, if he 
knew all. LA 


C 5 Jab. 


a * - LS 1 In 


Sir, humph; 


_ ſeeing Charles i back into the 


* 
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Jab. I ſhall make excellent Muſick. 
[Sits drum to play. 
Patch. Really, Sir, I'm fo frighted about your opening 
this Charm. that I can't remember ane 


Sir Teal. Piſh, hang your Charm: 2 


any thing 

Patch. Yes, I'm likely to I humph, 
—— IE: 
uw 
Sir Feal. Why, what does your Heart pant &o, that you 


Sir Feat. Why don't you fing, I ay > 
Patch. . 


1 . 
Til break the Spinnet about your Ears. 
Fab. What will become of me ? [Sits down and plays. 
Sir Teal. Come Miſtreſs. [Ts Patch. 
Patch. Yes, Sir. Sings, but horridly out of Tune. 
Sir Foal. SD 
and you are down in the Celiar. What is the Meaning 
ef this? Is it on purpoſe to croſs me, ha? 
Patch. Pray Madam, take K 2 lite lower, I cannot 
reach that Note———Nor any Note, I fear. | 


"Tis thus the bright 
Beguiles the Hours ib Mufick and with Love. 


Death? her Father there, {The Wimen Grief] then I muſh 
ch into he Cyr] [$5 Jealous rj6o op bafih, 


Sir Jeal. Hell and Furies, 1 
Patch. 
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Paich. Ab! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt——he muſt not enter 
the Cloſet [ Iſabinda brows her/elf down before the 
Clo/er- Door, as in @ Sh. 

Sir Ten. The Devil! Fi! make a Ghoſt of him I 


warrant you. [S$1riwes to get by. 
Patch. Oh hold, Sir, have a care you'll tread upon my 
? Bring fome Water: Oh ? 


Charm that conjur d this Fellow in, Pm fure on't; come 
out you Raſcal, do ſo: Zounds take her from the Door, 
or ker from it, and break your Neck down 


oh, where am I—He's gone, I heard bin 


wou'd the were in her Grave. Where are 
? Villain, Robber of my Honour! TI pull 
your Neſt. FGaes into the Cloſer. 
You'll be miſtaken, old Gentleman, the Bird 


is flown. 
I have "ſcap'd fo well. I was alma 
bind theo * 
Re- enter Sir Jealous ant of the Cloſet. 


% Put A 1 
the Sails is up. But tho” he is got out 
you are not: And firſt, Mrs. Pander, 
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Paxb. Did ever any body ſee ech an old Monſter ? 


Enter Charles. | 
| Patch. Ob? Ms. Cle, you Aﬀihe ed abs we 


| Seratagem to appeaſe 
— but in ſpight of all Arguments, lock d his Daughter 
into his own A and und me out of doors. 


Patch. 
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open, Scentwell 


SCENE = Garden Gate 


88 


Enter Sir Geange r.. 


Sir Ges. So this is the Gate, and moi 


Jeſt for the Wits ! how 


my Name wou'd be roar'd about 
venture all. 


Streets ! Well, Tu 


1 
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Sir Geo. Here, here Child, you can't be half & fein 
as my Deſires. |  [Excunt. 


SCENE the Hauſe. 


Enter Miranda. 


Well, let we reaſon a Hſe with my mad Gel. | 

all Rules to venture upon a Man 
without the Advice of the grave and wiſe? But then a 
rigid knaviſh Guardian, who would have marry'd me! 
whom ? Even to his nauſeous ſelf, or no body. Sir 


„ 9 44 n * _— eg 


on — 
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Sir C. Unkind ! Lid I not 
chas'd Minutes to run the Riſk 


offer you in thoſe pur- 


Miran. Bat I have planted Emiſfaries 
whe him dw 10 Ep, under rence — 
| i is to make him his Executor ; i 
on Earth he covets. cv 

Sir Geo. is his known Character. | 

Mirae. Now my lafframents confirms him this Man is 
dying, and he ſends me Word he goes this Minute it 

Cer he can be undeceiv'd. That 


improve it then, and fettle on 

coming Years, endleſo, endlef ; — 
Mirar. I dare not fiir till I hear he's 

then I, and my ; 

ſoon remov'd. 
Sir Geo I have one Favour to aſk, if it lies in 

| „ you ud be a Friend to poor Char ks, tho the 
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Has © goe = Chain? 
Miran. Nat yet, but I deſign it one ſhall laſt its Life- 
wn Bo. ſhall not ſee it-——Look, Gerdee, 


my Chargee's Monkey 
about your Ears. What is there no dealing with 


Pugh, pox of the Monkey ! here's a Rout : 


.” 
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ly. 


Monkey, I a * . 
my ſhoulders, ſcracch'd IT 
and while's oat of the Window. 


ever e un unlucky dere ira 
Call the Servants to get the 


| will be the beſt to lure it back; 
all chem Creatures love wy Lady excemely. 
go, dear Gand, F hope I fhall re- 


Why look yoo, Madazs! if I bave committed 
thank your ſelf ; no Man is more ferviceable 


finding it out. Who cow'd divine your Meaning; when 


you talk d of a Blunderbuſs, who thought of a Rendez- 


= 


3 
Monkey, who the 
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vous * And when you talk's of a 


Ear, Madam. Sir 
Occaſion 


yours has an urgent 


there's a Friend of 


Garg, thn Fre. of yours 


Ates der 182 


Pateh. 


„ perhaps ; 
his 


'd my own Airs, I am at hi 
Servant to tell him Il wait upon 


come you employ's in this Menge. 


Ell fend my 
an Hour. 
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Enter Miranda, Patch, end Scentwell. 


ACT 


I determin'd, and Ex- 


Fate is 


ELL, Patch, I have done > frange bold 


44 aac . —· 8 
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Su O> Page Ge h 
ſweet Changes, frighted 


or fou* ſuch Rogue, to rob or murder me, or bath, 


Neighbour geen well, .oming to Town. 
Mirai. Good lack ! good lack what T ricks are there 


in this World * 
Enter Scenewell, «vith « Diamond Neellace in ber Hand ; | 
"8 not ſeeing Sir Francis. 4 
| Madzm, be pleas d to tie this Necklace on, 
* — T 1 Sir Francis. 
| n The Wench is a Fool, I think ! cou'd you 
not have carried it to be mended, without patung it 


Miran. Only Dear'e, I bid her, I bid 8 
alt Uſage has put every thing our of my Head. — 
won't you go, Gercke, and-find cut theſe Fellows, 
have them puniſhed? and, nd —— * 

Sir Fran. Where om d I look them, Child? No, 
gt me down contented with my Safety, nor fiir out of 
my n Doors, i” | go with thee te a Parſon. _ 

iran. | {fide} |! he goes ine his Cloſet, Lam um 
On! Bleſs me, in this Fright, I had forgot Mrs. Parch. 

Patch. Ay, Madam, ans 3 f for your ſpeedy An- 


un 464} 1 mat ger kim cur of the Houle, 
9 hte Paich? I profeſs I did not fee you: 
How doft thou do, Mrs. Perc ? Well, don't you X- 

_- * F Patch. 
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ne. Sir, if you pleaſe to accept of my Bond for Ner- 


aal It is encugh, Sir; I am fo ple d with the 
wnicr Diego, and the Harmony of 


Che. But that's over * And if Fortune throws no more 
Sir Geo. ThouPt carry the Prize———But hiſt, here 
Enter Sir Jealous, dragging in Iſabinda. 

Sir Foal. Come along, you flubborn Baggage you, 


_ hear me, Sir! hear me but ſpeak one Ward; 
ing Peace : 


* 


to his Obflinacy. 
Did you 


[4 
ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slut? Off, 


4447 


a PR < xe. e * 


5 14711010 
111515 IR 


1 
11120 


pos 
34h 


8 


Nen. Take 


ell. Seem with 
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ff res. 
yield, I fee it in 


done; | Runs 
Te fare he'll 


4 
| 
: 


Jabinda, can you 


Nr Feal. Well, 
ther, whoſe only care is to 


8 


1 
2 
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make you 


-rell has inform'd you? Come, wipe 
thee do, or thou wilt break thy Father's 


Z 
: 
j 


: 


* 


Z—̃ 7 UT F 


The Bust Bovpr. T7 


bringen the Tears in mine, to think of thy undutiful 
Carriage to me. „ 


Jab. Oh! do not weep, Sir, your Tears are like a 


Ponyard to my Soul ; do with me what you pleaſe, I 
am all Obedience. 
Sir Teal. Ha! then thou art my Child agai 


again. 
Sir Geo. Tia done, and now, Friend, the Day's thy 


own. | 
Cha. The happieſt of my Life, if nothing intervene. 


Sir Feat. And wilt thou love bim? 
I will endeavour it, Sir. 


Sew. Sir, here is Mr. Tanken. | 

72 12 ·˙ wt 

=” _ [Cries ber ts Charles. 

Cha. Oh Tranſport !———Sezicr e le recibe Come fo 

deve un Teſoro tan Grande. Oh! my Joy, my Life, my 
—— Crater. 

Sir Teal. Now, Mr. Meanwell, let's to the Parſon, 


” 0 


Whe, by his 4rt, will join this Pair for Life, 
Habs the happie Father, ber the bopyiaf , 


SCENE. changes to the Street before Sir 


Jealous's Door. 


Enter Marylot, Salus. | 
T have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but can't find him; oe Cſs GE 
f the Street, I ſuſpet in again. 
1 that he has borrowed a Sani Habit 
out of the Play Houſe : What can it mean ? 


D 3 Enter 
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78 
Enter @ Servant of Sir Jealous's to bim, out of the 
Hauſe 


Heark'e, Sir, do you belong to this Houſe ? 
Ser. Yes, Sir. 

Al. Pray can you tell if there be a Gentleman in 
it in Span; Habit? 

Serv. r that is 
Juſt a going to marry my young Lady. Sir 
— Eb 2 
Serv. I'm ſure ke ſpeaks no Zxg/f, that 1 hear of. 
ben that can't be him I want; for "tis an 
u Gentleman, tho” I _— he may be dreſs'd 

like a d, that I enquire after. 

Seru. Ha! W ho knows but this may be an ? 
Tl inform my Maſter; for if he ſcu'd be impos'd upon, 
he'll beat us all round. [Aue.] Ty. came in, ths, and 
fee if this be the Perſon you enquire for. 


SCENE changes to the Jade of the Houſe. 


Enter Marplot. 

Margi. So, this was a good Contrivance: If this be 
Charles, now will he wonder how I found him out. 

Sir Feal. What is your earneſt Buſineſs, Blockhead, 


that you mult ſpeak with me before the Ceremony's paſt? 


Ha ! who's this ? 
Serv. Why this Gentleman, Sir, wants another Gen- 
Sir 


I. 

Jaa. In d Habit ! ds ſome Friend of Seig- 

„ I warrant. Sir, I ſuppoſe you wou'd 
abinettt——— 


Seignior B 


Marpl. TE ev? her the Devil does he now !— 
underſtand you. 5 
t you 


Sir, I don't 
al. Don” undertand ge. Sir? 


| Mop. Not I, indeed, Sir. 


nior Don Diego” 
with 
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Sir Teal. I thought you had kuown Seignior Babi- 


Tt. 
Mar. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 
Sir Teal. What then, you'd fpeal wich bis Friend, 
the EFA, Merchant Mr. Aan 
Neither, Sir, not I. 

Sir Fead. Why, who are you then, Sir? And what 
2 [ In an angry Tone. 
Marpl. Nay, nothing at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him! 
I with I | were out; he begins to exait kis Voice, I hall 
be beaten again. 

Sir Teal. }* Nothing at all, Sir! Why, then, what Ju- 
fineſs have you in my Houſe ? ha? 
2 vie 08 you wenn a Gentleman in Span; 
May. Why, ay, but his Name is neither Bains, 


| Sir Feaf. What is his Name, then, Sirrab ? ha? Now 


again, I believe you are the Rogue that 

threatened me with half 2 dozen Myrmidon:——Speak, 
Marpl. A terrible old Dog !——Why, Sr only an 
Y I thoughe 


that here mig be a Ball, and that he might have been 
here in a Maſquerade ; "tis Charles, Sir Francis Gripe's 
Son, becauſe I know he us'd to come hither ſometimes. 
Sir Jeal. Did he ſo?—Not that I know of, Pa ſure. 
Pray Heaven that this be Don Diego —If I ſhou'd be 
trick'd now —— Ha! my Heart miſgives me plaguily— 
Within there ! ſtop the Marri Run, Sirrab, call 
all my Servants ! Fll be fatisfied that this is Seignior Pe- 
dro's 4 
= Margl. Ha, Sir George ! what have I done now ? 


Enter Sir George with @ drawn Sword between the Scenes. 


Sir Geo. Ha! Marplat here Oh the unlucky Dog 
What's the Matter, Sir Fealous ? 
Sir Teal. Nay, Idon't know the Matter, Mr. Meanwell. 


AMarpl. Upon my Soul, 92 
neren 
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Nay, then, I'm betray'd, ruin'd, undone: 
Traytors, Rogues ! [Offs i go in] Stop the 


Paſſage, old Gentleman: the 


7 
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2 
4 
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A Pox on the Act and Deed Fall on, 
down. 


Sir Teal. 
knock him 
Sir Geo. 
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y, there your Vengeance is due; Ha, ha. 
Why, what do you beat me for? I han't mar- 
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5 
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Sir Teal. Seize her then. 
Cha. Raſcals, retire ; ſhe's my Wiſe, touch her if you 
dare, Fil make Dogs-meat of you. 

Sir Feat. Ah! ight Eagiþ:—Oh, oh, ob, oh! 


2 and Whiſper. 
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Sir Fran. How ! my Son in Span; Habit. Sirrah. 
you'll come to be harg'd ; get out of my fight, ye Dog! 
get our of my fight. 

Sir Feal. Get out of your fight, Sir! Get out with 
your Bags: let's fee what you'll give him now to main- 
tain my on. 

Sir Fan. Give him! he ſhall be never the better for 
a Penny of mine——and you might have look'd after 
your Daughter better, Sir Fealozs. Trick'd, quotha ! 
Egad, I think you deſign 
Gentlemen, I believe I ſtall trick you both. This 


Sir Fran. He ſhall ſtarve firſt. 
Miran. That I have taken care to . There, 
Sir, is the Writings of your Uncle's Eſtate, which has 
been your due theſe three Years [Gives Charles Papers. 
Cha I ſhall ſtudy to deſerve this Favour. 
Sir Fran. What have you robb'd me too, Miſtreſs ! 
Egad Fll make you reftore em Huſwife, I will fo. 
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Sir Feal. Take care I don't make you pay the Ar- 
rears, Sir. Tis well it's no worſe, fince tis no better- 
— Ion Sang thou haſt ourwitted me, take 


Sir Fra. Confound you all ! [Exit. 

Marpl. Mercy upon us, how he looks! 

Sir Ce. Ha, ba, ne'er mind his Curſes, Charles; 
thou'lt thrive not one Jot the worſe for em. Since this 
1 ur we are all made happy. 

Sir Feal. I always lov'd Precaution, and took tare to 
avoid Dangers. But when a thing was pal, I ever had 
Philoſophy to be eaſy. 

Cha. Which is the true fign of a great Soul; I lov'd 
your Daughter, and (he me, and you thall have no reaſon 
to repent her Choice. 


Jab. vey wil — Sir, for loving my own 


| Mary!. So here's every body happy, I find, but poor 
— J wonder what Satisfaction I ſhall have, for 
cuſf d, kick d, and beaten in your Service. 
Sir Faal. 1 EIS SRD 0 > ADM EID pou: 
out s but eas thed ap bp he's, 
me. 


are fallen 
pl. Egad, I I think but provided that you 
not ſo familiar for the future. 
Sir Geo. 'Thou has been an unlucky Rogue. 
Marpl. But very honeit. 
Cha. That Fil vouch for ; and freely forgive thee. 
Sir Geo. And Fil do you one piece of Service more, 
Aarpht. I'll take care that Sir Francis make you Maſter 
of your Eſtate. | 
Marpl. That will make me as happy as any of you. 
Patch. Your humble Servant begs leave to remind 
you, Madam. 
uad. Sir, I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch 
into favour again. 
Sir Teal. Nay, let your Husband look to that, I have 
done with my Care. pl 
he. 


as things 
you muſt 
Mar 
be 
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body but honeſt Whiſper and 

e — 4 
| marry, or ! 

. 


* 


. F 

Sir Teal. Hark, L hear Muſick, the Fiddlers ſmell a 
3 Wedding. What fay you, young Fellows, will you 
is have a Dance? 

| Sir Geo. With all my Heart ; call 'em in. 

o | 
42 4 A DANCE. 
4 


Sir aal. — Owww@_@@_ 


= chearful Glaſs, in which we'll bury all Animoſities: And 
= By my Example let all Parents move, 
—_ And never firiue to 2 
MN. 
"ty 
ou 
C2 
re, 
ter 
u. 
a1 
ave EPI. 


Che. 


* Err a4 „* * 


E P 1 L O GU E. 


we gu fr —— 
of ou before. 


prove Execution 
22. 
Ad caxe may fafi, fes they do eo'ry where. 
Sour Criticks Time, r 


And baulk your . to refine your Taſte. 
22 preaches, 


+ Some Smiwling Citi would — — Or 


To ffarve thoſe Warriors — 2 
Still of a Foe bn his Knees afraid, 
Whaſe well bang'd Tee want Money, Heart and Bread. 


Sher bow hes peak wats Priced hs boos acre. 
T1 officiaus Tell tale Fool (he fbou'd repent it ) 

Parts three hind ; #14 *.oy-— po” 190 
Some <vith e 

With r zwould heal i 
Like that dark mod up Fry, that Neigh# — 
Wha to remave Love's a Fo hag, mtg 
Since then this meddling Tribe infeft the Ae, 
Bear one a wwhile e d upon the Stege: 
e big he, 


And with Gad. humour, — the Night. 
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